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the ivy-mantled Elizabethan archway and sun-dial
in the foreground formed a study in light and shade
which made one involuntarily pause and admire the
sight before one. Once in, one noticed many little
tokens of regard and affection in which she is held
by her admirers all over the world. There was a
rather heavy armlet crudely jewelled sent to her by
an Indian Maharaja and there was a quaintly made
necklace, perhaps of the time of the Pharaohs, which
was for long in the family of an Egyptian Prince
and which he sent because he said " it belonged
to her of old." When it was time for us to leave, and
as we were moving out, she asked me why I wished
to go to America. " Because I want to learn the
philosophy of hustle," I said. Upon which she
laughed and remarked, " You will learn nothing in
America. Go back to your country: there you have
all that you need."

Having an engagement at Birmingham the
following day, she left Stratford early in the morning,
but before doing so she wrote to say that her car
was at our disposal. So after breakfast we took a
spin round the town and the neighbouring country.
We had left the precincts of the town when I began
to be impressed by the peace and solitude, the
luxuriance and greenness of the country, and that
impression took the form of a mild ecstasy when the
thought rose in my mind that these were the lanes
and these the woods that fed the wondrous imagina-
tion of the great dramatist when a boy and that
amidst them the youthful poet-lover must have
poured out into the ravished ears of his " sweet